STRIFE AND PEACE,
(Written for THE PORTFOLIO SOCIETY, October 1861.)
HE yellow poplar leaves came down
And like a carpet lay, No waitings were in the sunny air
To flutter them away; And he stepped on blithe and debonair That warm October day.
* The boy/ saith he, ' hath got his own,
But sore has been the fight, For ere his life began the strife
That ceased but yesternight; For the will/ he said, ' the kinsfolk read,,
And read it not aright
4 His cause was argued in the court
Before his christening day, And counsel was heard, and judge demurred,
And bitter waxed the fray ; Brother with brother spake no word When they met in the way. s 2